FROM BABUJEE

tables, beds, everything ; pay seven pound every
week, then pay cook, pay Lily, pay charwoman
come every day. Awful lot money. Just now,
her papa he die, leave her house at seaside got
everything inside, all chairs, tables, beds, lots
cup and saucer. I say my young-missy Now,
what we going do ? Got all these things ! Much-
better you have wait, missy, I tell she. You
know you poor papa very sick, maybe die, but
you don't wait, you take house London-side, much
better you have wait.......

Directly we come London my young-missy
she buy all-sorts clothes, hats, shoes, frocks go
dancing. Now she must buy all-thing black,
because of her papa. Lot more money! I tell
she, Well, good thing your umbrella black
anyway. That one thing you don't have to
buy.......

She got picture from father-house, paint when
she very young-girl. Very pretty girl, and very
spoilt, I think-so, all lace and pearls. . * . Pity
she look so different now, I tell she*

We go out to tea one day, take small-baby.
She sit up in high chair, uncle give he plenty
sponge-cake too much sponge-cake, I say Please,
master, no more cake. Small-baby she poke all
in mouth at once, I think Goodness me, I hope
she don't snee. (Sneeze?) But she dont-do,
thank goodness*

I go big shop, Mr, Wooly-worth shop, buy
all-kinds thing ever so cheap. Buy my father
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